perfectly, and would, I could see, wear a whole lifetime and look
as nice as new at the end. He had on a superbly shaped cartwheel
hat of beautiful black felt His boots, which came to his knees,
were of soft kid, the color of a ripening sloe: I never saw anything
like them except a pair of shoes I once bought in Paris for forty
francs, which were more like a baby's skin than leather. And to
complete him, he had a sword with a guard of plain gold, but
shaped so that it was a treasure and a delight to look at.
Why I should have taken all this in before it occurred to me to
wonder how he came there, I cant tell; but it was so. Possibly, of
course, he was coming from a fancy ball, and had got in while the
train was at a standstill outside the station. But when I ventured to
glance casually at his face—for I need hardly say that an experi-
enced young woman does not begin by staring right into a man's
eyes when she finds herself alone with him in a railway carriage—
away went all notion of anything so silly as a fancy ball in con-
nection with him. It was a steadfast, tranquil, refined face, looking
over and beyond me into space. It made me feel unutterably small,
though I remembered with humble thankfulness that I was look-
ing my most spiritual. Then it struck me what nonsense it was:
he was only a man. I had no sooner stirred up my baser nature, as
it were, by thinking thus, than sudden horror seized me; and I
believe I was on the point of making a frantic plunge at the com-
municator when a slight frown, as if I had disturbed him, shewed
for the first time that he was aware of me.
"Pray be quiet," he said, in a calm, fine voice, that suited his
face exactly; and speaking—I noticed even then—with no more
sense of my attractiveness than if I had been a naughty little girl
of ten or twelve. "You are alone. I am only what you call a ghost,
and have not the slightest interest in meddling with you/*
"A ghost!" I stammered, trying to keep up my courage and
pretend I didnt believe in ghosts.
"You had better, convince yourself by passing your fan through
my arm," he said coldly, presenting his elbow to me, and fixing
me with his eye.
My tongue clove to the roof of my mouth. It came into my
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